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August," says General Howard, " Sherman's forces made a
.curious manoeuvre. If you should face a line of cavalry, in-
fantry and artillery to the rear, and then make .a little more
than a half wheel about its new left as a pivot, you would
get some idea of the manner in which we fell upon Hood's
communications. Yet the line, like an Indian rubber
string, was stretched out till the Army of the Tennessee,
rapidly marching, reached Renfro Place, twenty-five miles
from Atlanta. Schofield kept near the pivot, and Thomas
was between.

." The evening of the thirtieth, after a weary day during
which our cavalry and infantry had been forcing a suc-
cession of log barricades and repairing culverts and bridges,
we came to a tract of barren sand-banks, intending to
camp there for the night. After a short halt, I called Kil-
patrick to me and said: ' It is but six miles to Flint River,
where a bridge crosses, and but a few more miles to Jones-
boro, the railway station. Can you send me an officer
who can take a squadron of cavalry and keep Wheeler's
rear guard in motion?' 'Yes, here is Captain Estes. He
can do it if anybody can.'' 'All right, go ahead, Estes ; I
will follow you with infanty.' Wheeler's men, thinking
we had stopped for the night, had already dismounted and
were preparing to bivouac at a respectful distance, when
suddenly they beheld- Captain Estes with his indomitable
squadron charging down the road. The Confederates
sprang to their saddles and nobody tarried, neither pursuer
or pusued, till the Flint River bridge had been reached.
Our men extinguished the flames already kindled, saved
the bridge, and soon were crossing in force, just as the
twilight was darkening into the night. One corps,
Logan's, was quickly marched over and along the farther
bank of the river and began to ascend the wooded hilletent andhat at first it disturbed Hooker's breathing, madeton, a flourishing little town
